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Yet gladly would I please
The fancy of her heart,
That may me only ease
And cure my careful stnarto

Therefore, my lady deaf,
Set once your fantasy
To make some hope appear
Of steadfast remedy.

For if he be my friend,
And undertake my woe,
My grief is at an end
If he continue so.

Else Fancy doth not right,
As I deserve and shall,
To have you day and nighty
To love me best of all.

xxxm

MY hope, alas, hath me abused,
And vain rejoicing hath me fed:
Lust and joy have rne refused,
And careful plaint ifc in their stead.
Too much advancing slaked my
Mirth hath caused my heaviness,
And I remain all comfortless.

Whereto did I assure rny

Without displeasure steadfastly:

In Fortune's forge my joy was wrought^

And is revolted readily*

I am mistaken wonderly,

For I thought nought but faithfulness,

Yet I remain all comfortless.

In gladsome cheer I did delight,
Till that delight did cause my smart,
And all was wrong where I thought right.
For right it was that my true heart
Should not from truth be set apart,
Since truth did cause my hardinesaj
Yet I remain all comfortless.